WEST AFRICA

crasy. All living creatures in that part of Africa
pine for salt. There is salt in the sea, and there is
salt in the salt-pans of Katanga, which the Bel-
gians had closed as a trade monopoly, but I think
there is none in the hundreds of miles between.
Where we give a bun to children at a Sunday-school
treat, a good kind missionary of Angola gives a
pinch of rock-salt on a leaf. Put a little salt water
on an open track, and in a few minutes it will be
ablaze with gorgeous butterflies. The salt of
sweat attracts all insects, just as it attracts horses
when they bite each other. Once when I was
going on foot, I thought to refresh myself after
a long march by putting salt in my canvas bath.
In no time my little tent swarmed with bees, and
when I got out of the water I was covered with
them from head to foot, all sucking salt as they
suck honey with Ariel in England. Next morning
I laid sugar, condensed milk, and a bag of salt
side by side, and waited. A few bees came to the
sugar, a few more to the condensed milk, but the
bag of salt was so thickly covered that I could see
no spaces between the bodies of the bees, and
could stroke them down as one can stroke them
when they swarm. Is it possible that this passion
for salt is inherited with a dim memory of that
immortal sea in which all living things had their
first being so many million ages ago ? Perhaps it
is not only man who sings with the poet:

" I will go back to the great sweet mother,
Mother and lover of men, the sea." x

Where no salt was to be had, the Chibokwe women
burnt a marsh-grass into a potash powder as

1 Swinburne: " The Triumph of Time."
83